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TO THE 
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V \ [HEN the whole ſacred Choir, the Virgin 

ine, 

Big with ſome mighty Birth, ſome Ayrs Divine, | 

(For Songs are Maiden Off-ſprings) to inſpire, 

Their pregnant Veins with yet Diviner Fire, 

With bended Knees, and with uplifted Eyes 

Up to that radiant Head that gilds the Skies, 

From their bright Patron God to the great Theme 

They humbly pray a warm aſſiſting Beam. 
213170 When 


1 Memories Fxigrauli. 
When BURLINGTON, a Name that fure muſt ſound 
Tro Wit's whole Realms, the wide Caſtalian 
EET. Tron: 
| When that Illuſtrious Worthy calls the Choir, 

| Rouſes each ſkeping Bard, tunes every Lyre, 

A juſter Prayer the Muſes never made, 

Ihen here t invoke th* Apollinary Ayd : . 
Their whole ſublimeſt numbers neter can raiſe 

A pile too high for his exalted Praiſe. 


| Oh Gratitude, Devotion's ſtrongeſt Tye ; 
So vaſt their Duty, and their Debt ſo high: 
WMhen in his Nameth' Harmonious Troops appear, 
His Arms their Standard, his their jocund Sphere, 
Wit and Wits Empire are all Tributaries here. 
Well theyremember, with what cheriſhing Smile, 
Lord of hair Glebe, the every generous Bors, \ 
Cheer d their whole Ayr, and fatten'd all their Soil. 
Here not the pooreſt Knee cou d ever bring 
Even the minuteſt duteous Offering, 
But met that gracious hoſpitable Ray--- 
Wit from thoſe Feet neter went unbleſt away. 
Whilſt the whole Muſes Train thus to careſs, 
Great BURLINGTON ev'n Studied how to blels ; 


Our Duty greater, but our Wonder's leſs. 

For, oh, the whole Divine Minerva raigns 

Thro* the great Boris hereditray Veins. 

Thus whilſt Wit's brighteſt Glory deigns to grace 
With that auſpicious ſmile V Vits humbler Race 
This great Mecenas, unſurpriz d we find, 

Thus univerſally he warm'd and ſhin d. 5 
Tis natural Goodneſs cheriſhes the kind. c 
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So to the thouſand Spangles of the SKyes 
One glorious Lord of Day his Light, ſt „ 
To no leſs thouſand Rills, Kind as His e 
One bounteous Mother Ocean lends her Streams. 


In all theſe duteous obligations bound, 
Whilſt with a Veneration ſo profound, 

Thro* Wits whole Region; every grateful Soul, 
Great BURLINGIONs revolving Glories roul. 
Call then, ye Muſes, to this Darling Theme 
Your own Apollo---Call his glittering Beam! 
Canithat bright God's illuminating Fire, 
This Song of the Great BURLINGTON infpire! 
Ah no! that dazling Head, whole orient Ray, 
Cheers the whole Globe, and gilds the ſmiling Day, 
His invocated Power thou'drather-ayd 
Some Song of the great AxNn bright Arms diſplay d 
In Exrope's Championd Cauſe her Thunder hurl'd 
To ſuccour the Diſtreſſes of a VVorld. 

By Her the German-Eaglet taught to ſoar; 
Hers the young Auſtrian VVings to waft langer 
Jo his new Cedar-neſt, his Spain's Imperial Shore. 
Theſe or ſome no leſs glorious Theme t* eſſay, 
The Living BURLINGTON, that Head diſplay - 
Ay, theſe are Songs: t* invoke the God of Day. 

But here, ye Muſes, hang your drooping wing 
Think what diſtreſsful Notes you now muſt Sing 
Sing the Dead BURLINGTON Oh that dire ſoundl, 
Groans, echoing Groans, muſt now filb all ardurH. 
Oh, bask no more, ye once all eheerful Choir 
Beneath yon ſhining Cha rioteers warm Fire u £ 
From Light and Day to Cells * Shades retire. 8 
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If poſſible, at this amazing Scene, 3 
From your wet Eyes, pour a whole Hippocrene 
Think at this Loſs, how thick a Cloud muſt riſe, 
Around the mourning Muſes darkenfd Skyes ; 


A Fate too louring, and a Shock too great : 


Your BURL7/NGTON your beſt Apollo's (et. 
If in the Verge of this too hideous Night, 


Shall dare peep forth one ſparkling beam of Light, 


Let nought but all illboding Planets ſhine, 
Thoſe fatal Stars that rais d his Fun'ral Shrine. 
Let their malicious Fires all blazing burne, 


And hang the glimmring Tapers round his Urne. 


Ay theſe the Mourning Rites, the Fun'ral State, 
Should this lov'id Head to Tombs and Charnels 
The Muſes Temple with ſuch fables hung, (wait. 
Thus ſhou'd the dying BURLINGTON be ſung. 


If thus the Muſes mourn: If Gratitude 

And Duties pious Eyes are thus bedew*d ; 
Oh the dire Flood; unutterable Woe ! 
What are the Tears from Los drown'd Eyes muſt 
| 1 ' (flow! 
Here if the trembling Muſe may dare intrude | 


And with bold Eyes not too profanely rude, 


To pry in ſuch retiring Solitude, 4 
View the dark Cell of the great Mourning Fair 


And ſee the hideous Rites of Sorrow there; ö 


Shades, Sables, Horrour, Ruines, and Deſpair. 
Oh BURLINGTON, that true fad Turtle left, 

Of all her Hopes, of all ſhe lov'd bereft; | 
Withwringing hands, and with all ſtreaming eyes, 
So deep the Groans, and, oh, ſo loud the Cries, © 


# 
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Up to thy very Throne of Paradiſcc 
Her VVidow Plaints ſhall ſcale thy Bowrs of Bliſs: - 
Her Pangs and Tears plead with that mournful voice, 

Till ev'n amidÞ thy new Eternal Joys, 


From thy high Orb, thou ſhaltwith pain look down 
To fee the trickling Pearle thy Herſe ſhall crown. 


Wrapt this fair Head in that thick Veil of Night 
Impenetrable to one ſpark of Light! 

No Daun of Mercy, not one glance of Day, 

This frighful Maſs of Ruines to allay! 12 

Did the dread Bolt with that dire Vengance fall 

The Grave that keen Devourer ſwallow all! 

Is Her dear BURLINGTON in Death ſo loft; _ 
Shall the Deſtroyer that vaſt Triumph boaſt! 

No, beauteous Mourner, Fate's too bloody ſhaft, 

From thoſe rich Veinsdrank not ſo deep a Draught. 

From the greatwreck ſome darling Reliques fave. 

A Wealth too vaſt for one voraceous Grave ; 

It pofſible, raiſe that too drooping Head. 

Tho this black Cloud has wrapt thy Genia W 

Look up and ſee thy ſhining Table. ſprea J. 

Embrace in thy {till bleſt maternal Arms, 

The Father's Honour, and the Mothers Charms; 

Thoſe living Miniatures, thoſe ſweet pledges, all 

True Copies of their great Original. V's 

Rich with that lovely Fruit, oh live to ſee 

Not Widow'd Nations halt ſo bleſt as Thee. 

Not mourning Albion of thy hopes poſſeſt, 11 

Saw her great William call'd & Eternal Reſt. 

| «> 2 m8 


But have the Fates in their relentleſs ſpight, 2 
2 
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He Heavn's leſs Care Naſſaus extinguiſht Veins 


Left not like BURLINGTON thoſedear Remains. 
Nor the great ANNE in her ſull Orb of Powr, 
Her Childleſs Hopes up to thy Bleflings tour. 
In thy bright Orb of Glory more Divine 

Seea young Conſtellation round thee ſhine 

All Smiling Aſpects : Thoſe fair Branches view 
Shall make the tStock immortal whence they grew. 
Enlightned by his conſolating Ray, ; 
From Tombs and Charnels turn thy Eyes away: 
With that fair Treaſury of Joys in ſtore 
Look forwards all, and, oh, look back no more. 
Throw the dark Scene behind thee, and look down 
On pitied Kingdoms, a more pitied Crown. 
Boaſt that proud Trophy from thy happier Veins, 
Richer than Empires, and more Crown'd than 


W hilft BURLINGTON thus lay him « 
Rich as a Phenix in her ſpicy Neſt; - 
Led from theſe growing Hopes, thro Beds of 
5 e ee „ 
A Beauteous Eden Proſpect; Roſey Bowr's, 
And a whole blooming, Spring; what tho a Ray) 
From this bright thought, that Luſtre do's diſplay, e 
Even to the Grave lets in ſome dawn of Day 
To ſhield off the too pondꝭrous Stroke of Fate, 
Does half the Edge of the dread Shaft rebate: 
At the ſurvey of this fair Golden Coaſt, bet 
Do not, my Mule too glittering Viſions boaſt ; 
Vaſt Treafure we have {av'd: but, oh, too 
(vaſtly loſt. £ 
When 
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When Greatneſs only dies, our Eyes half wet, 
Tis but faint Dewe falls when ſuch Glories ſet. 
But when deep Sorrow ſwells the briny Flood, 
It is not for the Great, but Great and Good. 
there's the true- felt Loſs, the killing Sound, 
5 5 more then Babel-blaſt ! That fatal Wound 
Does all the Languages of Joy confſound. 
Ves, cis this Fount does here the Tears ſupply; 
The Muſes mourn to ſee the Graces die. 
A Temper ſo benigne, ſo ſweet an Ayr; 
Sure all that e er cou d charm Mankind iin d there. 


Oh Borr,; thou prideleſs Greatneſs If for ought 
Of thy great Birth in that lov'd Frame we ſought, 
Oh we. W look for the high Veins we found 
In all theſhining Grandeur hemm d thee round 
With grateful wonder, and each raviſh't: Senſe, 
All 4 with thy brig ht Munificence, 
See with diffuſive 4 the Patron ſtand | 
Andthe Bent Knees all bleſs the bounteous and. 
When thy Illuſtrious Orb we thus ſurve 
Thus were the Noble highborn Veins Gilad; 
But in thy Converſation's nearer ſphere, 

To view the more familiar Graces here; 

Th Acceſs ſo eaſie, ſuch deſcending Smiles 

Thy looks and Language ſpoke in humbler hls 
So affable, 1o all FA. mild. 

Such Goodnels, and ſuch genuine Sweetneſsſmnil d: 
Humanity even to that height refind: 5 

That certainly if the Angelick l or 
Their Beatifick Luſtre won'd reſigne, | 
And to our Eyes in mortal Converſe joyn; 


C Oh 
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| Oh, Boi, whate er their Divine Forms might be: 


They'd copy ſure their humane Mould from 
(Thee. 

Oh Albion, Albion, when from thy fond Arms 

The Ghaſtly Tyrant tore thoſe radiant Charms; 


When this dear BURLINGTON in duſt mult lie 


And all that moſt deſerv d to Live muſt Die, 
Pride of thy Groves and Glory of thy Plains: 


Hoy ill thy melting Breaſt this Loſs fuſtains! 


Whilſt for thoſe raviſh't Sweets, thy ecchoing 
(Crys, 

Mount to the deaf inexorable Skyes ; 

Thoſe viſionary Forms of paſt Delight, 

Thy belov'd Bor ſo glares before thy ſight, 

As ſtrikes a wound through every tend reſt Vein. 

Remembred Joys make the deep ſenſe of Pain. 


So when ſome dreadful Conflagration pours 
ks flaming Torrent ofer the Princely Towrs 
Of {ome tall Dome wrapt in one ſpreading Blaze, 
With helpleſs Hands and trickling Eyes we gaze. 
But; oh, not half the Tears and Sighs we call 
Only to ſee the tumbling Fabrick tall. 
No, when our Eyes to th* inmoſt Treafure turn 
And ſee the T tian and the Raphael burue ; 
The Riches of the Penciland the Loom, 


The orient Sparkle, and the TyrianBloom, 
All in one ſwallowing Ruine! to behold 


The cracking Porphyry, and melting Gold ; 
F Perhaps 
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Perhaps a Kingdom's Price, and Ages Toyle, 
Scarce leſs then halt the ranſackd Indies ſpoyl, 
All buried in one hideous Funeral Pile. 
Then the drown'd Eyes we to this object turn. 
Tis thus the dying BURLINGTON we mourn. 
Such was the Conflagration at his Urne. 


Here then, proud York, once ſwell'd with the 
____ (Renown 
Ot an Imperial Title to a Crown, _ 
A Title long in fatal Battles tryed 
With thy Lancaſtrian Rival to decide, 
Albion's twin ROSES both in bluſhing cel 
Now from Ambition lull'd to Peace and Reſt 
With a long Calm of Halcyon Ages bleſt; 
Here tor new Glories a Reception make : 
And this far travell'd Load of Honour take 
This darling Treaſure in thy Arms embrace: 
Great BURLINGTON's Remains thy Urh ſhall grace. 
Oblig d and honour'd with that ſacred Truſt 
Repoſitory to ſuch Favourite Duſt 
In theſe dear Reliques that rich Prize receive 
More then thy Bloody Toyls cou'd &ecr atcheive. 
From this bright Corfnet in thy Walls laid down 
Beyond the Pride of a diſputed Crown- 
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